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| Swnd back and forth by stesmens.
They wers built of Linch pues doards,
sarefnlly w oo .=d. sad any plece of lum-

. Ber conta.ning but s single knot was Te-
Nou nails were need in putting

i

| #he Umbers togethor, but wooden pins

were ca ol Dor |
Theve froil vessels wers londed deep
with coul from the mines, then two

wrare lashed togethur dde by side, and |
with & crow v’ inisty-five or forty men

wonld 8out sere v down the Obio and |
Wismiasl | 01 to 1A Lastipaiion. !

The day in vl onr story opens Joe
Prick waws a2l .4 the stern of ons of
the boata, with Lie long steering owr ia |
Band guiding bis brosdhorn on s way,
Peside im was & lad about sixteen

of age, 5 baodsome, iutelligent |
¥, who secmad 10 be wrapped
: In wosder nod admiraiion at the sablim-

.y of the scene that stretched out bafore |

© Em

i

|
“Well, Jimmy, my sou, we're on the
old Mississipp: once more. Let me see;
s the third time for you, lan's it™
“Yen, uncle, youknow you bave taken
me twics yoarsel! tu New Orleans.”
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enteh the peenliar sound, “There jsn't |
. apother ‘hooker' betwirs Cairo sad the |
Gulf with sach a voice as that. Now |

T see when we neet Williacs, he'll
¥ the River Queen as close to this
Yromlborn ss be dares to. It's an old
frick of Lis. Fe thinks to frighten us,
But heres a hoss thas don't frightsn so
ensily. | wll you ome thing, Jimmy,

that the ownery will fire him sshore on
the bunk, aad then he'll have to take to
gonl bosting bizasel!, ke the rest of us.” |

By this time the steamer was withina |
few yards of our friend, when she was
seens to change ber couzse a [raction.

“Thers, bov, dids’t | il you? Jack |
Willtar s has starh’ —ed bin holm, thmk- |
fng to ralee cur hair™ Then s a loud
woloe, which oould bave besn heard
froen (ne sile of whe river o the other, |
s caiied

“Hulloa, Williams! Up to your ald |
fricks agala’ | reckon you woulda's |
Bave taken the trouble of chnftaq your
eourse if you'l s known Joe lrick was |
on board hers,  He dont belong to the |
penry breed. ™

“Hawdy, Joe,® returmed the maa in
the steamar’s pilot honse. “Oh, mwo, |
don't want w0 erowd you into the bank.
Thare s room saough on the stream for
fwo sach fallows as you and L™

As lrick was aboat W answer, a shrill
servans was heard. ssuing from the |

. after purt, of tha steamer, and the s

Snatant & child was seen 86 fall from the
il ot the nurricane deck o Lhe watar,
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| moyibhing in payment of & duty which |
| the young bostmmuan. ‘

| tomishment.

. moments was out of sight ap river.

WLk posal (o Disast As o @6 MeES.
With chars of & e iniSine Stww,

And ayseiseisy ol emd
Buch powes wea thloe  Each stery wld,

With cegumett Tt thy baruiag ers.
By tipe ol vk » gl o mad,

Cle el Cmgeurtality.

Brraage. iadiadl ssecerer! ”l'luzﬂ
Us mas of st wad eysa: w*

To make ol bogies ook dark ae bell,
Or slmcst biiadieg bright.

For a0 wio, (2 & oo ller age,
Aver Wiy Loes wall sy & gTece,
s well if o'er 1h' 1= e
Wesoe Wy proud yuong lece

Thet galas! hesri losbhipwreck lost
By the workl's maduess asd thine own,

We heat Gooe meore LLy Bcohl wed,
ALl thF reslailoss Lige.

i —[hesdare . W iillans ts Harper's Weelly.

| ON THE SNAGS.

A firm, quick step soundad behind her
| on the hard country road, and though
she well knew whose step it was, and her
| heart throbbed snd her breath came
: quicker, she anly turped ber bead nou-
chalantly snd seid fippantly:
| “Oh! It is you™
“Yes, it ta me. You knew it was me,
| Are you going to throw me over?” and
the big fellow’s valoe shook and his fair
fuce flushed with pain
“Throw you over! Gentlemen never
use slang—to Ladies.”
“¥ou know what | mean. Jean, are

every dance with me today?

know""—

“One mament, if you pleass, and then
| I have dome. ls it yes or no™

“Huug, don't be stupid, You know I
hate to be remarked on."

“And so do I, and I will not again ba
smbjected to the remarks | heard today.
Unce more, is it yes or po?”

“Well, no, then, if you press the
poiat.™

“Be it 80" And, with n grave bow,
Hunt Ashly turned and was gone.

Pretty Jean Inslow was stunned for a

s couple of heaps of coal 2nd s nomber
of ragged boaumen going by you. But
hete comas the River Queen sfter us, |
and you'll son be safe and sound with
vour frisuds again, my litde opa™

“QOh. ves, »ad 1 have you to thank for
saving me,” replied the masden, looking
at Jimmy {n .uch & wanner as o canse
the warm Llood to mantle the boy's |
cheek. “Paja will be very grateful to

you, aod [ kvow when he ccenes to take . t as pride battled to the front.

mpr “'I "h.'ﬂl give youa handeome “Let lum go. If a man is such a fool |
“Oh. 1 conid not think of scoepting | :}:;}lﬁ can't see—pshaw! nobody

And then, to prove that nobody did
care, she sat down and c.ied until ber
prefty eyes looked like a stowed ferre, ¢
and her precty little nose had the ap-
pearance of an apoplectic lobstor.

“Thera's one thing morally certain.”
she continued—"of all things in the
wide world there’s nothing I hate like

plaizly deveolved upon me,” stammered

“Neverthelees, [ know he will insist
upon doing something for you. He|
thinks so much of me | am sure he woaid |
rather give the whaole of his steamer |
than to have me drowned. Papa owns
the River Queen, didn't yon know ft#”.

“What's that, miss? asked Joo in as-
“Is Squire Carroll your
father?” i

“That's what the people at the plan. |
tation call him. But at New Orleans or
Cairo he is known as Mr. Carrell.”

“Thea, ," exclaimed the bluff old ; .
pilot, d“::!u Jimwmy on the shoulder, He gave a ahght‘whnzla and com-
“you've done & big stroke of work for | presscd his lips s liitle firmer as be
yourself thi. day, snd we'll see you a | strode off under the low, drooping trees,
“Branch pilot” within & twelvemonth. | without once looking behind.

hope : that Wil- “Well, I have done it now. I'm glad
0 s ‘;m this way, | be heard me say I hated him. Nobody

to the [ g‘r;:. [!‘lllugiowtbedwcnmightwhh
. AN t 1wo.”

Bas wantd for some | 7 05 Jean, with ber hesd very high a
I the air, tried to persuade herself thag
| she really didn't care.
| Hunt Ashly went on down the road
ber at Orleans | through the shaded villuge street and
8 great kindness."

“The request is granted withou! m,] C(_:Itm. A_bhcl: eved, plessant faced
aidof a m.m.hﬂmrl_wu tying up some of the vines on
looking geutieman, who had comealong- | trellwes.”
side the coal boat in one of the steam- | “PBess,” he said, helping her twine up
er's skiffs in time to hear the speech of | & golden lipped jammine, ““will you go to
Joe Irick. | the dance with me tonight™

“My precions child isrestored tome,” | “What? Where's Jean?
clasping the littlegirlin bisarms. Then | “Quarreled.”
the fond father deposited her again upon “Ah! Isee. I'm invited forcat's paw,
the blankst, and turning to Jimmy | €h?
the boy's band and wrungis, “No. @asked you because Idid not
tly. wisgh to go alons.”
“Yei, my brave lad. You shall be | “Well, all right, I'll go. The fact is,
second piot of the River Queen. And.| Pve quarrcled with Phil, and—and T'd

I

men.

This last remark was made out loud,
sud intended for the benefit of the trees
and the wide eyed purple viclets: but,
alus! it reached the ears of a tall fellow,

other side of the blossoming hedge.

so if

i

" to Joo, “‘as no doubt you feel | rather go with yon than not.”
M'on}dhlhnbustimtmctotatl Jean aud Bess wers the two prettiest
nephew, you shall go first.” girls in the village, and the two bast
*Oh, thank you, sir, thank you, sir,” | dancers besides, and that night when
the vetsran boatman, over- | Jeasn and Phil appeared Bess and Hunt
whelmed with surprise and gratitnde. | had just finished the first set.

“Put, sir, vou forget Williams, He's a Each took in the situation at a glance.
right good man, is Jack, and I'd vever | Bess and Jean called each other hard
e the one to do anylhing that would | nasmes under their breath and hated

take the bread and butter out of his | each other in a small minded, womanly | so becoming to the littles brown hand |

b, though he does cut np capers way intensely. The men stood and eved
somelimes, aud causs the broadhorn | each otber fercely and puallad their
men & heap of nervousness,” | mustaches, and locked ss if it would

“Williams shall be cared for,” smil- | give them the most exqusite pleasure
ingly returued the wealthy man. “He to annihilate each other.
will have & new steamer after the pext | “Phil,” said Jean, “come out on the
trip. and it is partially through his rec- | plazza with me.”
ommendation that [ decided to place the | “The piazza? Oh, certainly! But
Biver Queen in your bands. Now, [ | where are they going”™
muast bid you goodby, for your old *“Following us, it sesms.”
friend up in the pilothouse there is  Close as their own shedows Hunt and
anzions to be on his way % Cairo, Fare- | Bess stuck to them, and, though thers
woll tll we mest at New Orleans. Do wers a great many tender things nttered
ot jeave the city till you ses me.” on both sides, there was cerlainly not

Then, taking the damp form of his | very much scope for so called flirtation.
rescusd child in his arms, Mr. Carrcll | “Bess,”™ presently called Jean, “ars
bastened to the steamer, whose crew | you going boating tomorrow?
east loose from the back, and in a few Ve, pechape”

*Miss Dosa is going in my boat. Whora
boat do you grace, Miss Jean? (Con-
found tha: mibbering idiot)”

The coal boatmen wers too mmch
elated to resume their journey that day. |
“No, air” maid Jos Irick, as he skippel
back and forth over the shining heap,
“wn don't foat another mile till tomoar-
row m . The boys shall have & |
rest while 1 go sahors at Hickman and |

» Iy wife, and let
ber husband has been
pilot of ona of the finest
hoats on the river, it was all owing

of Jim, the Yoy
boatman the Missdesippl."— Heury

Yankes Blade =

His boas, indeed'™)

And the next morning the gavly
painted boats rocked over the heart of
the pulsing diver anx the stalwart arms
of the carsLen rowed against the gur-
gling ripplec; then, tarowing down ther
oars, they lazily drifted lback with the
current.

in still shot up the stream.

|

the snags prossutlv™
And Bess’ face was ashen pale.

you aware .bat you refusad to dance

“I really forget; my memory, you

moment, then swallowed a gulp in her

| with blond hair, who stool just on the :

stopped at the gate of & vine wreathed |

“Oh, Phil'a, of conrse.” leaning ten- |
derly wward hiu. ('l hate Dess Miller! |

Bat the two boats Jean and Bess ware |

“Hunt, lst us go back. Well beon |

dows smong the driftwoed the two |
Huug |

couples went, but
had sprang to Jeun and Phil 10 Bess—
apd both wers battling for the vine
covered banks. ]

As cach coe deposmited his dripping
load safely under the low

trves, an einbarrassed silence fell ou the e snd he ractber of

qQuartet.
. Hunt was the first to break it
“l say, Phil, there bLas besun & coD- |

fonpded mistake scmewhere. These

girls have beon playing us & nice game, |

truly.” *

“No sach thing. It wasn't us,” and
Bess' fugo rivaled the trumpet flowers
over her head.

“We'll get the boats righted vow, and |

settle that question later.” and, with a
wicked laugh in his oyes, Phil walked

off o where his painted Bess was rol- |
licking, bottom upward, among the |

vines sud crevpers,
It did pot taks twenty misutes to god
, the tipsy shells afloat.
With the sirs of “‘copquering herces,”
the young wen stood by their respective
crafia,

“Chooso your boats, voung ladiest™

Indignant choras under the trees:

“To say men don't take sdvantage.
Oh, this is too much!
chooss! How mean!”

A whisperad collogquy:

“Bess, you chooss frst.”

“Oh, no! Jean, you choose.™

The young men stood regarding them
with owlish gravity.

“You will catch eold if you do not |

hasten,” from the boats,

“They might save our pride. I'm aw-
fully chilly, Bess.” (Sneeze.)

“Soam 1, oh!" (Two—three sneeses.)

Then Mr. Hunt Ashly, with horrible
visions of cold and catarrh, walked up
to Miss Jean Inslow and prisoning the
two little hands in one of his, and en-
circling the drenched, trembling little
figure, kissed her flower face aflame,

“Now will you come?”

“Yes, Hunt,”
. obediently to her cockle shell namesake,

“I wonldn't have done it, Bess,” mur-
wmured Phil, after he had performed the

same operation, “if you had come your- |

gelf,

Aliss Meekness Number Two followed
the lead of Meekness Number One, but
gave one last feminine claw,

And tomorrow was come, and Bess
tripped over to see Jean.

Marvelous, what friends these two
had become! There was never such a
thing in the world us a cold—never!

*Hem! have yon seen anybody today?™

“No. Have you seen soine one?”

“No." (Intelligible very.) “Oh, thare's
yours at the gate!”

“Oh, aud yours up the road.”™ -

- - - L. - -

“Phil and I have concluded on a
doubls wedding tomorrow. We've
. waited ns long as we intend to wait,
and I've bespoken the parson for 13
tomorrow; 8o, Jean, put your hands in
mine—you don't hate me now, do you?—
and tell me my wife will make my tea
| tomorrow evening.”
| ,‘?‘“d pretty, ooguettish Jean said
|l [ a‘” - b
Coquettes make the most submissive

wives, they say, aud, moreover, she said |

a great many other foolish things to

| that big, enraptured fellow, who fell

| down, figuratively speaking, and kizsed
the prints of her tiny boots.

And Phil and Bess under the amber

| lipped jasmine bower had their own lit-
tle explanations.

| *“You suid vou would never ask me

| again, Phil. You swore it."

| “And did I, sweetheart?"

|

*“No-0; but somehow”——

“But somehow 1 did, didn't I? Bless
| those deathly old snags"—a sonnd which
i generally follows the meeting of four

lips—=Did you know that Hunt and
r Jean are going to be married tomorrow?™
[ “Impossible!”
| “But they are, for I heard them ask
the parson; and, Bess, | asked the par-
| son too, and the parson's wife heard us,
' and she's the wveriest old gossip, you
| know, and it's sll over the village by
| this time; and here's the ring, and I
| won't risk any mote delays.”
| And the ring fitted so nicely, and wan

;thn Bess said well, if Jean did, she
| wonld. And Jean did, and so Bess did.
j ~—C. H. in Noew York News.

¥Male Mortalily in New Orileans
| Thers seemsto be mﬂ:ia;orﬁy
| serions the matter with the men of New
Orleans. There are 15,000 more women
than men there; nevertheless five mea
' die to every four women. The
comes between the ages of twenty-one
and fifty. Detween the ages of
and fifty the ratio of maortality s nearly
two men to one woman, Among whites

things provails.
plain why it happens so, but itis evi-
dent that there is
in males in New
ono finds out.  The axcess of women be-

gan after the war, and has been increas- | arou
ing ever sincs, pnd especially during the

last twelve yoars. —Atlanta Constitution.

fir Doyle Hoche's Famous “Break.™

When Sir Boyls Roche made his
famons spaech, 1 smell & rat; [ seohim
flosting in the air; bot mark we, sir, |
will pip him in the bud,” his ideas were
clear snough, but he loet sight of rata,
air and bods in the thonght that was in
his mind. —Youth's Companion.

Aa )14 Story.
Ha—Have vou hegrd?
Ehe— What?

He—Miss Spinster is going to be mar-

EX=—Oh, yves, I'va hearl that sver

patient Mo Lhsl wae w mach bo me *“Cail Pldl back: he must ba mad?™
R“ i+ and love aod hopa ware Bl | And Jean, in the other bost, was say- | riedd,
Thronsh o0l the mist, throvgh all the deepen.  11E

ng t “Phil, drive on the snags. You don't

care, and [ wont
gor.  Hea'll sop in time "

My ayee cmn see thes 88107 Upe sowek mine.

m-ub-lm:.{m o wat | lay imbedded in the mud and resred
The tears | are teare of vy

l“-l‘-..’-'nmuh Wisir heads lks gaunt, devonriag alle

wators waiting for their prey.

At Migh water the bosts would have
cloared them easily but vow they Turked
A bidden deaih beneath the tarcbbang
waler

Senr
=Purtos Gghery Stevwanun s New York Sun |

Not Far ta Ge,

"R Miss Wallfowsr has canght Mr Suddenly Hunt Ashir's bost shot
w‘-_ | mhead, daring the warn ag snegs

“Madman, what 2o yoo mesn’ [f life

“He & awfally thin, ot he™ | 8w chenp, yon e weleoms o the desth

“Veu: that's why she got » -1,: you anvet’  Jean, come inte my beat, |
. wround M, —New Tork Prom eommand you  and Huoi s voles nal .l
rios s A

Huui koows the dan- |

It was & dangerous place, whers tha |
drifred 16gs trom the mountain torrenie |

H“Hml

Ma,. | can remember —Pick-Me-Up.
) SONG.

N trast the rrom that win theed
A A trust tae iipe that smibel
Al 9 ne deh wiisia Wee
biw LAy Sy the while!

Baicm apd on % ie present,
“Tia wll the wies can d4a,

Comby I8 make thine pore ploasanl
T Waew thy bivow were Lroed

I
! I e mrovm " rge Fupsree

Can thet ncranss | hy N
Thiug? Nay, thag »ilt aevee o

! Knorw Aroar oy thaa thie

And il Bhe turn dewwlowr,
TR et e eipong heatt grievel
*;mwunmh.
dim - b
oty e vdges in ook Bl

| Giumemi had found bher one day,

To make us |

And Meekness walked |

ng to be & corner |
leans unless some |

Who was Annells?
The eputiful widow of Count

desolate snd exhavsted. beside a dead
womas in & squsiid, dark room. That

| dead woman was the suni of the count-

which surrcanded
poveriy
sule inheritance of the fatr
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to her beautiful countenance. Her
small, rosy mouth was always smiling;
it was but & languid smile and dnged
with an expression of melancholy or
bitterness. !

tend for the palm with
qneen? And it is no new thing
bright rays of the moon dim the placid
light of the quiet stars. So the hundred
gentlemen that flocked into those gilded
rooms had eyes only for the beautiful
countess, and if they deigned to bestow
a passing word or look on the timid girl
that was mesely an act of homage to the
reigning lady, homage that showed
their admiration for her charity to a de-
pendent. They all knew, and from her
own mouth, too, the countess had taken

light, caresses were never !
knew the aweetnest of a kiss into which
is transfused all a loving soul;
knew the dual life, the breath mingled
with another breath from a breast pal-
pitating with tenderness. Yes, hor moth-
er's love had taught her all these things,
and taught them to herin poverty. Then
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be not tell ker st Of ocourse,
timidity—the
simple life. He was 80 noble,
Bat finally he must explain
Oh! and she would not stammer in
ing him a favorable snswer; such &
would escape her lips—and them
mutual joy, what warmth in their fo-
tare talks! Then she would be

to tell it to her counsin, sad the
countess would willingly consent. But
why did he not speak to her?
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it

Mukwonago,
Lake, Neennh, Waupsaca,
Putteruut and Ashiand, Wi
skes shound in numerons

plied. 1 am listening to you!"
“Dear Ananella,” Mario began, “*have

“How shculd I7 Chance
murmured Annella, hardly able to con-
tain her joy, while her heart cried out
the answer, “For me, for me alone™ | i

“It was nct a chance, no—1 came here a':alm‘ﬂ-

oconquered, by
lovad and was wild with pain before I
::lfm inside the house,” declared Ma-

great citwee duriog the midsmmmos
moutbs, has extended southward as (ar
uth(illldwm castward o to

¥ us-
bion i Lo buncd
W-.w James C. Por .
Ticket Agent,
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OVER DISEASE,

Dr, French’s Marvelous Suc-
cess After All Others
Had Failed,

Testimony of Well Knowa Cit-

“Oh, wha! was the matter™ saked the
“have you guarreled this

“With whom?” said Aunella, not yet
quite hereell. -~
“With Mario, with
Mario, who, I
me for your i)

impassioned
» decide 1o ask

“ART exclaisaed the poor girl, “Marie
Boves anly you." -

“Me" replisd the countess, with &
baughty mien. “What & stupid man!®
And she wont to the mirror % sarrange
the cursage of the scariet gown thai set
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How's This!
We offer One Hundred Dollars
case 0f Catarrh that

F.J. Cansey &
'Q, the ?Iad

bave known F,
ﬁ\nn

-

s all
and

wm &rh.r:'l. Wholesale mﬁ

Wirores, Krevaw & Minvrs
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